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all the residents could understand what the pilgrims
said, for a kind of lingua franca of excessively bad
Arabic is in use between the populace and the visitors.

Having ridden about a quarter of an hour the Wakeel,
who seemed to be very much at home, pointed out a
particularly big house of seven storeys which he said
was the property of the Shereefah Zain Wallie.

"That's where you will live/' he remarked.

A man came out of the doorway and said the Shereefah
already knew I was in the town and had ordered him
to guide me. "How did she hear?" I inquired while
we walked through the fretted entrance.

"The Koran merchant sent her the message/' answered
the Arab.

We now entered a square, flagged courtyard surrounded
by seven tiers of galleries. Most of these were closed
off by Mushrabiehs, lace-like screens of twisted wood
which enable women to see men but prevent the latter,
while standing below, from discovering a single female
face. Beside a fountain, pleasantly shaded by the tall
facades facing the quadrangle, I waited for a moment
until the Wakeel approached and saluted in his official
capacity as the male head of the household. He led
me over marble steps into a loftily roofed reception
room, where particularly broad and well-upholstered
divans surrounded the walls, and it was necessary to
ascend a ledge of white stone in order to take one's
seat. Costly cushions and carpets from Adrianople,
Samarkand, Shiraz and other famous towns gave the
floor a very deep, luxurious colouring.